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Stoddard,  G.  H, 


ABRAHM  LINCOLN       "This  man,  whose  homely  face  you  look  upon," 


(Srbis  man,  tofjose  f)omrt)i  fate  pou  looft  upon, 
a©as  one  of  Jf^atua-'g  ma-Jtcifiif,  gicat  mm ; 
^orn  toitf)  stronji  armsf,  t&at  unfouijfjt  Imlts  toon ; 
©iiTct  of  speed)  anCi  cunning  toitb  tbe  pen. 

<!r6osen  for  targe  besigns,  fie  f)a&  tfee  ait 
•  »©f  toinning  toitb  f)is  bumoc,  and  f;e  toenr 
.tttraigfet  to  fjis  marlft,  tofiicf)  toas  tfce  human  feeart; 
Wist,  too,  for  tobat  fie  coulb  not  iireafi,  fie  ient. 

©pon  fii0  iiach  a  more  tfian  ?tt(as-loaD, 
(Cfic  lurtfien  of  tfic  ■JTommontoeattfi,  was  (aib  ; 
t^t  ^toopetJ,  anb  rose  up  to  it,  tfiougfi  tfie  roab 
.^fiot  subbcnlp  botontoarbs,  not  a  tofiit  bismaioeb. 

I^otb,  toarriors,  rounrifors,  ftinrj^!— ad  noto  gitae  plate 
(So  tfiis  bear  fcenefattor  of  tfie  llate. 

(fffiriBtmas,  1877.  m.  ^.  .^tobbarb. 


Stoddard.E.  H.  LIITCOIJT  "One  of  the  people!    Born  to  be  »» 

The  Youth' s  Companion 
Fehruary  11 ,  1904. 


LINCOLN. 

One  of  the  People !   Born  to  be 

TheLr  curious  epitome ; 
To  share  yet  rise  above 
Theii'  shifting  hate  and  love. 

R.  H.  Stoddard. 


^BiililULu  LlKCOKv'S  3InTLD.iY 


"Chosen  lor  lar.^^e 
deslf-ns,  he  had 
the  art," 


Abraham  Lincoln's  Birthday 

By  Richard  H.  Stoddard 
From  the  New  York  "  Mail  and  Express,"  February  12  1S98 

Chosen  for  large  designs,  he  had  the  art 

Of  winning  with  his  humor,  and  he  went 
Straight  to  his  mark,  which  was  the  human  heart ; 

Wise,  too,  for  what  he  could  not  break  he  bent. 

Upon  his  back  a  more  than  Atlas-load — 
The  burden  of  the  Commonwealth  was  laid ; 

He  stooped,  and  rose  up  to  it,  though  the  road 
Shot  suddenly  downwards,  not  a  whit  dismayed. 

Hold,  warriors,  counselors,  kings  !  All  now  give  place 
To  this  dear  benefactor  of  the  race. 


Richapd  Henry 


ATaraham  Lincoln 


"This  man  whose  homely  face  you  look  tipon," 


Abraham  Lincoln 


This  man  whose  homely  face  you 
look  upon, 
Was  one  of  nature's  masterful, 
great  men; 
Born  with  strong  arms,  that  un- 
f ought  battles  won; 
Direct  of  speech,  and  cunning 
with  the  pen. 

Chosen  for  large  designs  he  had  the 
art 

Of  winning  with  his  humor,  and 
he  went 

Straight  to  the  mark,  which  was  the 
human  heafrt; 
Wise,  too,  for  what  he  could  not 
break,  he  bent. 

Upon  his  bac^  a  more  than  Atlas- 
load, 

The  burden  of  the  Commonwealth 
was  laid; 

He   stooped,   and   rose   up   to  it, 

though  the  road 
Shot  suddenly  downwards,  not  a 

whit  dismayed. 
Hold,  warriors,  councillors,  kings! 

All  now  give  place 
To  this  dear  Benefactor  of»the  race. 

I  —Richard  Henry  Stoddard.  Poems. 


'1 


Stoddard,  xiichnrd  Hpnry 


A.  LINGOIN 


Thir,  man  whose  homfflly  face 
you  look  upon," 


The  Instructor,  February  1938 


This  man  whose  homely  face  you  look  upon, 
Was  one  of  Nature's  masterful,  great  men; 
Born  with  strong  arms  that  unfought  victories  won. 

Direct  of  speech,  and  cunning  with  the  pen,  ' 
Chosen  for  large  designs,  he  had  the  art 

Of  winning  with  his  humor,  and  he  went 
Straight  to  his  mark,  which  was  the  human  heart; 

Wise,  too,  for  what  he  could  not  break,  he  bent. 
Upon  his  back  a  more  than  Atlas'  load, 

The  burden  of  the  Commonwealth  was  laid; 
He  stooped,  and  rose  up  with  it,  though  the  road 
Shot  suddenly  downwards,  not  a  whit  dismayed. 

Hold,  warriors,  councilors,  kings!    All  now  give  place 
To  this  dead  Benefactor  of  the  Race! 

— Richard  Henry  Stoddard 


Stoddard,  R.  H.  A.L. 


3MS  man,  vAiose  homely  face" 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 

This  man,  whose  homely  face  you 

look  upon, 
Was  one  of  Nature's  masterful, 

great  men; 
Born  with  strong  arms,  that  un- 

f ought  battles  won; 
Direct  of  speech,   and  cunning 

with  the  pen. 
Chosen  for  large  designs,  he  had 

the  art 

Of  winning  with  his  humor,  and 
he  went 

Straight  to  the  mark,  which  was 
the  human  heart; 

Wise,  too,  for  what  he  could  not 
break  he  bent. 

Upon  his  back  a  more  than  Atlas- 
load, — 

The  burden  of  the  Common- 
wealth,— was  laid; 

He  stooped,  and  rose  up  to  it, 
though  the  road 

Shot  suddenly  downwards,  not  a 
whit  dismayed. 

Hold  warriors,  councillors,  kings! 
All  now  give  place 

To  this  dear  benefactor  of  the 
Race. 

^   — R.  H.  Stoddard 


uO>....::.r\.,       chard  Ilenr;  IjINOOL.,  ''The  rii:;',n  whose  horaoly  fa^- 

you  look  'Upon, " 


LINCOLN. 

ThlH  limn,  whose  homely  face  you  look  upon. 
Was  one  or  Nature's  masterful  ^reat  nien- 

Lorn  witli  strong  arniB,  tliat  unfouglit  battlis  -wont 
Direct  of  speech  an.l  cunning  with  the  j.on 


Chosen  for  Targe  designs,  he  hart  (he  art 

Of  winning  with  his  humor,  and  he  went 
Straight  to  his  marie,  which  was  th3  human  heart 

Wise,  too,  for  what  he  could  not  break  he  bent. 
Upon  his  back  a  more  than  Atlas  load. 

The  burden  of  the  commonwealth,  was  lald- 
He  stooped,  and  rose  up  to  It,  though  the  road 

Shot  suddenly  downward,  not  a  whit  dismayed, 

^°''^'place'"°^^'  J^'»gs!-Al}  now  giv« 

To  this  dear  benofactoi'  of  the  race. 

R.  H.  STODDAnn. 


Stoddard,  Ivichard  Henry 


ABHAHAiVi  LIMCOLN 


A  laboring  man,  v>ith  horny  hsnds. 


Abraham  Uncoln. 

A  laboring  man,  with  horny  hands, 
Who   swung  the  axe,   who  tilled  his 
lands. 

Who  shrank  from  nothing  new. 
But  did  as  poor  men  do. 

No  hastv  fool,  of  stubborn  will. 
But  prudent,  cautious,  pliant  still; 

Who  since  his  work  was  good 

Would  do  it  as  he  could. 

O  honest  face,  which  all  men  knew! 
O  tender  heart  but  known  to  few! 

O  wonder  of  the  age. 

Cut  off  by  tragic  rage! 

Richard  Henry  Stoddard. 


Stoddard,  Richard  Henry  SPEAKING  OF  LINCOLN         "Ihis  man  whose  homely  face  you 

look  upon" 


S.PKAK1XG  OF  LINCOLN. 

Miss  D.:  I  am  sure  it  is  "Abra- 
ham Lincoln"    by    Richard  Henry 
Stoddard  you  wish: 
This  man  whoso  homely  face  you  i 
look  upon  .  j, 

Was    one    of    Nature's  masterful, 

great  men; 
Boru  with  Strong  arms,  that  un- 
ion ght  battles  won; 
Pirect  of  speech,  and  cunning  with 
the  pen. 

Chosen  for  large  design,  he  had  the 
art  ,  ^ 

or  winning  with  his  humor,  and  he 
went  .  ,  ' 

Straight  to  his  mark,  which  was 
the  human  heart; 

Wise,  too,  for  what  he  could  not 

break  he  bent. 
'Upon  his  back  a  more  than  Atlas- 
load, 

,The  burden  of  the  Commnnwealtn 
was  laid; 

He  stooped,  and  rose  to  it,  though 
\  '        the  road 

^Shot   suddenly   dowuwiids,   not  a 

whit  dismayed. 
Patiently  resolute,  what  the  stern 

hour  demanded, 
-that   he   was  —  that    Man,  that 

Power.       I  • 


Stoddard,  Richard  Henry  ABRAmi  "THIS  man,  whose  homely  fac 

look  upon" 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 

Richard  Henry  Stoddard 

HIS  man,  whose  homely  face  you  look  upon, 

Was  one  of  Nature's  masterful,  great  men; 
Born  with  strong  arms,  that  unfought  battles  won, 

Direct  of  speech,  and  cunning  with  the  pen. 
Chosen  for  large  designs  he  had  the  art 

Of  winning  with  his  humor,  and  he  went 
Straight  to  his  mark  which  was  the  human  heart! 

Wise,  too,  for  what  he  could  not  break  he  bent. 
Upon  his  back  a  more  than  Atlas-load, 

The  burden  of  the  Commonwealth,  was  laid; 
He  stooped  and  rose  up  to  it,  though  the  road 

Shot  suddenly  downwards,  not  a  whit  dismayed. 

Hold,  warriors,  councillors,  kings!    All  now  give  place 
To  this  dead  Benefactor  of  the  race ! 


Stoddard,  Richard  Henry 


A^RAPD^  LINCOLN 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN. 


P'l-inted  opposite  Cole's  celebrated  portrait  en- 

graviug  in  Scribuer's  Monthly.] 
This  man  wUose  lioniely  face  you  look  upon 
Was  one  of  nature's  masterful  great  men; 
Boru  with  strong  arms  that  unfought  battles 
won ; 

Direct  of  speech  and  cunning  with  the  pen. 

Chosen  for  large  designs  he  had  the  art 

Of  winning  with  his  humor,  and  he  went 
Straight  to  his  mark,  which  was  the  huuiMi 
heart; 

Wise,  too,  for  what  he  could  not  break  he  bent. 

Upon  his  back  a  more  than  Atlas  load. 

The  burthen  of  the  Commonwealth  was  laid; 
He  stooped  and  rose  up  to  it,  though  the  road 
Shot  suddenly   downward,  not  a  whit  dis- 
mayed. 

Hold,  warriors,  councilors,  kings!  All  now 

give  place 
To  this  dear  benefactor  of  the  Eace. 

—Eicbard  Henry  Stoddard. 


"This  man  v;hose  homely 
face  you  look  upon," 


Stoddard,  R.  H. 


Abraliam  Lincoln 

Hbrabam  Wncoln 


"This  man,  whose  homely  face 


Richard.  Renrr  Stoddard 


This  man,  whose  homely  Face 
you  look  upon, 
iIATbs  one  of  Nature's  master- 
Ful  Ireat  men ; 
Born  wUR'stron^  arms,  that  un- 
fou^ht  battles  won. 
Direct  of  speech  and  cunning 
with  the  pen. 

Chosen  For  lar^e  designs,  he  had 
the  art 

or  winning  with  his  humor. 

and  he  went 
Straight  to  his  mark,  which  was 

the  human  heart ; 
_,UfJse,  too   for  what  he  could 

not  break  he  bent. 

Upon  his  back  a  more  than  Atlas 
load. 

The  burden  of  the  common- 
wealth, was  laid. 
He  stooped  and  rose  up  to  It, 
though  the  road 

Shot  suddenly  upward,  not  a 
whit  dismayed. 

Hold,  warriors  councilors  kln^s! 

AH  now  give  place 
To  this  dear  benefactor  of  the 

racel 


I 

Stoddard,  R.  H.  Abraham  Lincoln  "This  man  upon  whose  hcmely 

face  you  look 


Abraham  Lincoln 

This  man  whose  homely  face  you  look 
upon 

Was  one  of  Nature's  masterful,  great 
men; 

Born  with  strong  arms,  that  unfought 

battles  won. 
Direct  of  speech  and  cunning  with  the  pen.  1 
Chosen  for  large  designs,  he  had  the  art 
Of  winning  with  his  humor,  and  he  went 
Straight  to  his  mark,  which  was  the 
human  heart; 
Wise,  too,  for  what  he  could  not  break 
he  bent. 

Upon  his  back  a  more  than  Atlas-load 
The  burden  of  the  Commonwealth,  was 
laid; 

He  stooped,  and  rose  up  to  it,  though  the 
road 

Sliot  suddenly  downward,  not  a  whit 
disinayed; 

Patiently  resolute,  what  the  stern  hour 
Demanded,  that  he  was,— that  Man  that 
Power.     —Richard  Henry  Stoddard 


Stoddard 


Abraham  Lincoln 


"One  of  the  People]  Born 
to  be—" 


Abraham  Lincoln 

Mr.  Stoddard's  Ode. 

Bunce  &  Huntingdon,  540  Broadway,  have  just  published  a  noble  poem  by 
R.  H.  Stoddard,  entitled  "Abraham  Lincoln,  an  Horatian  Ode;"  a  poem  which 
no  one  can  read  unmoved,  and  which  combines  a  just  and  beautiful  analysis 
of  our  dead  President's  character,  with  a  magnificent  picture  of  the 
nation's  tribute  of  mourning  for  its  dead  chief: 

"One  of  the  people'.    Born  to  be 
Their  curious  epitome; 

To  share,  yet  rise  above 
Their  shifting  hate  and  love." 

The  following  extract,  in  which  is  described  the  funeral  t)rocession  through 
the  States,  will  give  our  readers  a  taste  of  the  merits  of  this  work,  and 
lead  them  to  the  perusal  of  the  whole  of  this  fine  poem: 

Peacel    Let  the  long  -orocession  come, 
For  hark'. — the  mournful,  muffled  drum — 

The  trumpet's  wail  afar — 

And  seel     the  awful  Carl 

Peacel    Let  the  sad  procession  go. 
While  cannon  boom,  and  bells  toll  slow: 

And  go ,  thou  sacred  Car , 

Bearing  our  Woe  afarl 

Go,  darkly  borne,  from  State  to  State, 
Whose  loyal,  sorrowing  Cities  wait 

To  honor  all  they  can 

The  dust  of  that  Good  Man'. 

Go,  grandly  borne,  with  such  a  train 
As  greatest  kings  might  die  to  gain; 

The  Just ,  the  Wise ,  the  Brave 

Attend  thee  to  the  gravel 

And  you,  the  soldiers  of  our  wars, 
Bronzed  veterans,  grim  with  noble  scars. 

Salute  him  once  again, 

Your  late  Commander — slainl 

Yes,  let  yo\vc  tears,  indignant,  fall. 
And  leave  your  muskets  on  the  wall; 

Your  coimtry  needs  you  now 

Beside  the  forge,  the  plow'. 

(When  Justice  shall  unsheathe  her  brand — 

If  Mercy  may  not  stay  her  hand. 

Nor  would  we  have  it  so  — 

She  must  direct  the  blow'.) 
*  *  «  «  >l>  m 


So,  sweetly,  sadly,  sternly  goes 
The  Fallen  to  his  last  repose; 

Beneath  no  mi^rhty  dome, 

But  in  his  modest  Home'. 

The  churchyard  where  his  children  rest. 
The  quiet  spot  that  suits  him  best; 
There  shall  his  grave  he  made. 
And  there  his  bones  he  laidl 

And  there  his  cotmtrymen  shall  come, 
With  memory  proud,  with  pity  dumb. 

And  strangers  far  and  near, 

For  many  and  many  a  year I 

For  many  a  year,  and  many  an  age. 
While  History  on  her  ample  page 

The  virtues  shall  enroll 

Of  that  Paternal  Soul  I 


— ^Evening  Post . 


ABRAEAM  LIUCOLIT  "Eiis  man,  whose 

homely  face  you 
look  upon" 


Abraham  Lincoln  I 

By  R.  H.  Stoddard  | 

This  man,  whos«  homely  fac«  you  I 

look  upon. 
Was    one    of    Nature'a  masterful, 

great  men; 
Bom  with  strong  arms,  tliat  unfought 

battles  won; 
Direct  of  speech  and  cunningr  with  th« 

pen.  ' 

Chosen  for  large  designs,  h«  had  the 
art 

Of  winning  with  his  humor,  and  he 

went 

Straight  to  his  mark,  which  was  the 

human  heart; 
Wise,  too,  for  what  he  could  not 

break,  he  bent.  , 

Upon  his  back  a  more  than  Atlas- 
load, 

The  burthen  of  the  Commonwealth, 
was  laid; 

He  stooped,  and  rose  up  to  It,  though 
the  road 

Shot  suddenly  downward,  not  a  whit 
dismayed. 

Hold,  warriors,  councilors,  kings! — all 

now  give  place 
To  this  dear  benefactor  of  the  Race! 


Stoddard,  Richard  Henry       ABRAHAM  LINCOLN       "This  man  whose  homely  face 

you  look  upon" 


ABRAHAM  LINCOLN. 


[Printed  opposite  Cole's  celebrated  portrait  en- 
graving in  Scribner's  Monthly.] 
This  man  whose  homely  face  you  look  upon 
Was  one  of  nature's  masterful  great  men ; 
Born  with  strong  arms  that  unfought  battles 
won ; 

Direct  of  speech  and  cunning  with  the  pen. 

Chosen  for  large  designs  he  had  the  art 

Of  winning  with  his  humor,  and  he  went 
Straight  to  his  mark,  which  was  the  Imiuan 
heart; 

Wise,  too,  for  what  he  could  not  break  he  b.-nt. 

Upon  his  back  a  more  than  Atlas  load, 
The  burthen  of  the  Commonwealth  was  laid; 

He  stooped  and  rose  up  to  it,  though  the  road 
Shot   suddenly    downward,  not  a  whit  dis- 
mayed. 

Hold,  warriors,  counciloi*,  kings!   All  now 

give  place 
To  this  dear  benefactor  of  the  Race. 

— Eichard  Henry  Stoddard. 


